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went mouldy, so that food began to be very scarce. The young
gentlemen who had come out to taste the joys of adventure
found the taste was not so sweet as they had anticipated.
They hated John Smith and the other leaders who wanted to
set them to hard work; they loafed about instead of helping to
build up a stronghold against the savages, and they formed
little factions against one or other of their officers. The
quarrels were constant and violent.

President Wingfield was deposed on the charge that he
consumed more than his fair share of the stores, and Captain
RatclifFe was put up in his stead. A man named Kendall was
accused of conspiracy and hanged. Yet men were dying fast
enough without the need of hanging ! In six weeks forty-six
men had fallen victims to the pestilence, and five had been
slain by Indians. Their bodies lay about the fort until they
were dragged out in batches of three or four at a time, and
buried at night like dogs. Captain Gosnold was one of those
who succumbed, and John Smith himself was sick unto death.
Fortunately for the others, Smith recovered, and tenderly
nursed RatclhTe and other men who had been his greatest
enemies, until they, too, were out of danger.

Among all that band of adventurers, it is Captain John
Smith who stands out with any heroism. He became the life
and soul of the little colony. In their wretchedness, the
survivors recognised his authority to lead them, and for a time
were inclined to obey him. He would have no idlers. He
set them to clear the ground, build log houses, and cultivate
the soil, always, it is said, ' bearing the greatest task for his
own share.1 He established more friendly relations with the
Indians, and bartered with them for corn. On one occasion
he went on a short journey down the James River to an Indian
village, where he had heard there was a large store of grain.
The place seemed deserted, but suddenly Smith and his seven
men were attacked by sixty or seventy young warriors smeared
over with paint of white and red, who came out of the woods
with brandished clubs and wild war-cries, carrying before them